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spire of the Methodist church rises like a far distant white sail.
It is a happy family that gathers in the old Homestead during the summer days. His daughter, now Mrs. Tuttle, comes with her children, Mr. Tuttle, who is a civil engineer, joining them when his work permits. Dr. OonwelFs son Leon, proprietor and editor of the Somerville (Mass.) "Journal," with his wife and child, always spend as much of the summer there as possible. One vacant chair there is in the happy family circle. Agnes, the only child of Dr. and Mrs. Conwell, died in 1901, in her twenty-sixth year. She was the wife of Alfred Barker. A remarkably bright and gifted girl, clever with her pen, charming in her personality, an enthusiastic and successful worker in the many interests of church, college and hospital, her death was a sad loss to her family and friends.
!N"ot only the beauty of the place but the associations bring rest and peace to the tired spirit of the busy preacher and lecturer, and he returns to his work refreshed, ready to take up with rekindled energy and enthusiasm the tasks awaiting him.
Thus his busy life goes on, full of unceasing work for the good of others. Over his bed hangs a gold sheathed sword which to him is a daily inspiration to do some deed worthy of the sacrifice which it typifies. " I look at it each morning," said D-r. Conwell to a friend, " and pray for help to do something that day to make nay life worthy of such a sacrifice." And each, day he prays the prayer his father prayed for him in boyhood days, " May no person be the worse because I have lived this day, but may some one be the better."s in summer into a billowy sea of green in which the intended for a few words of personal conversation with those who have risen for prayer and withd come to him for address or sermon; applications flow in for letters of Introduction highlyll is a great fisherman, and he disliked most thoroughly to give up that fishing trip. He thought                    < ! |
